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; The Labouring Lover 8 G A R L A N D, We, 


N PIDETIOLENE REKE KEN EN: 


7 2 Lover. 


1 range and rove Sac Bows, | | 
And gather all the ſweetell Flower: 
P11 ſtrip the Garden and the Grove, 48 Berks? 


Jo make à Garland for my Love. * 4 5 
It was in the ſult'ry Hen — A: 
My thirſty. Nymph ſhe panting * eq! 3 I 


len hatten to the River's Hrink, 


And drain the Floods that ſhe may armk. 2 LES 
Alt Night to reſt her weary Head, 5 
In maske my Love 4 Violet Beda; Pf. 
Sud with green Boughs lei. form a Shade, | 
That nothing me der/ Reſt invade. 5 1 
und whülſt dH in Sleep ſhe. be * Mi 4 * 
| My Lids ſhalt never cloſe my Eyes D 
But gazing inn with fond Delight, - | 


+5 watch my Charter all the Nils”; X 


And aden as ſoon as the-chearfni Day, 

'Diipels the dark ſome Shades a- y); 
Then to the Foreſt 111 repair, 
To ſeek Provilion for my Dear. 


_ . ,Tbus will 1 ſpend the Day aad Night,, 

Seal mizing\Labour wird delignt, 
2garding not whoatTehduce, 

Ty 1 can f Eaſe for ter procure. . 


But if this Nymph whom thus 1 love. — 
| Soul om falſe oc men probe; 3 
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rn ſeek ſome diſtant diſmal Shore, 
And never think e on Woman More. | 


The Anſwer 7 * „ — * A: | 


"HE .Swain then rang'd all around the Grove, 1 
And long lamented for his Love; | 
Fair Celia chanc'd to overhear 
The Lamentations of her Der. 


When Cxpid had the Conqueſt won, 
Unto her captive Slave ſhe run. 
And ſaid, Ariſe ſweet gentle Swain, | 
lm come to eaſe the of thy Pain. 


Love, 1 have heard thy ſad Complaint, 
Ard how you call'd me charming Saint; . — 
Then, deareſf Jewel, weep no more, e 
For now I will thy joys reſtore. 


The Day in Pleaſure ſhall be ſpett; - | 4 
The night ſhall crown us with AXEL N 
We'll bathe in Raptures of Love's Charins, | 


Viſſolving in each "other's Arms. 


And dad the bright Day appears cpa,” 2: 456 
Well kaſten to the lovely Plain. AG as 
To feed the Flock, and then we'll play; - | 
Crave what you will, Pit ne'er fay you . 


You have an lnſſrument moft neat, 
And on it you can play moſt ſweet; 
he Tune I like, you know ful! well, 
hich, does all other Tunes excel. 


Thus will we ſpend tis Day and- Night. - 
n Love's ſweet Pleaſnre and Denz 8 So 
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"II Thy conſtant Celia I'll rem. — ; 


wou ſhalt be my faithful San 8 15 


. - 
'. The old Weman cloathed in Gry. 


N old Woman cloathed in Gray, 

Had a Jaughter both charming and 20g * 
But ſhe was deluded aſttayß, N <f 

357 Roger's falſe flatteriag Longue. 1 


With whom ſhe often had been, "I - 
abroad in the Meadows, and Fields; 
Her Belly grew up to her. Chin, 
Her Spirits lonk down to her Hee's, 


At length ſhe bepan ſor to puke, 
Het Mother poſleſs?d with a Fear; 
She gave her a gentle. Rebake, g 3 
And ct y'd daughtet a Word in 1% Ear. 


1] doubt you've. been playing the Fool, 11 
Which many call hey Ding a Ding; 
Way did you not follow, my Rue, 

And tie. your two Toes in a 1 . 

O Mother your Counſel. Loa, U 
Bat yet | was never the near; r 


— 


| » EF | 
He won my Heart with ald Leeds IP; Yor 
And his Words ſo enchanted my Ear, $7 x 
T hat yonr Precepts ! foan did forget, N of - 
#Heon and he would have a Scope; It. 
It ie but a Follytoſret, | Pe: 
I” done and it cannot be eig. 


Ten whois the Father r 
- Come tell me without more Beley? 3 
Por pow am juſt in the Fir, + 
= Ts: go 0 hear” what he will ay. | 


It is Rs r the Darnſel reply'd, 

3 He ca Ae bis: dear-pretty Nr 

Andi fits that I mond be; his Brides. D 
But N not 85 N er! 8 ü 


| * * * F 


Wn CHEF 


+ | What! Roger that lives at the Maier ek 2 
Yes, verily Mother the ſame Spe 
What ! Roger that lives at ws: Mill? * 

In hop to him though T be lame. 


| Go ſetch me my Ceutches-with Speed, 

And bring me my: Spectacles ton; 4 

A LeQure to him 1 will read, a 
Shall ring his Ears: quite through! and; cough... 1; AY 


With that ſhe went bopping away. 
hnd went to yonng ode oi the Mill, 
On whom ſhe her Crutcnes did lay, 
nd cry'd-you have ran'd my Girl... 


By getting her dear Maiden- heads. 

'ts true y2u can no way deny, Nen! 1 
etefore | adviſe you to:wed, ing de 

ind make her as boneſt:as Ii. | 87 36? 


Then what will you give me,, quoth OY 
If I take her from otf your* Hand?: 
il you make me the Heir of your Lodge, 
Your Houſes, your. Money and Land. 


V With every Barn and Plow, 

beit all your Cattle and Ewes; 

s ſaid I will make her my Spouſe, | rl 
2 op GC; na. hf 10" "NOM 


Then Goody. took Hodge. by me Hand, . 
1. be for to haye. and to bold, 1 
wil! make you the Het cfm > a X 
My Houſes, my Sitver a8 Gold. . e 
1 98 [gn 88 


Make her your honoured Wife. Na 3 
und you fall be Lord of my ee oy 7 As — 
hen &er | ſurrender, my, Life, |. Fo o +» 3 

ly caſe it was fity" times mor, 
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dee Bargain was preſently ſtrack, _ 

They wedded, aud this being done, | 
The old Woman wiched them good Luck, 
Being proud of a Daughter and Son. 


| Then he" for 2 Girl or a Boy 634-1 +2) 
: Young Pe look'd as dig as a Dutcheſs, ' 
The old W:r*nan c:per'd for Jop. 
5 danc'd them a Jigg on ber Crutches. 


— SHEET We. E 
3 The Loſs of the Victory Man of Mar. 


1 G People all pray give e 
To rhis tatal Tragedy, |, .. 

Which | am bound to mention, 

Ot the gallent Victeryz, 
Fourteen hundred Souls did pri, 

And are to the Bottom gone, 
Oh. the dilmal Grief and Horror, 

0 their Widows left alone. 


"When we Grſt from Spithead failed, „ 
Convoy uato Lisbos bound, 5 
They with good Punch and Flip re TOW 
A brave new Ship both right an ſound : 
A hundred and ten Guns ſhe mounte 
All of Braſs ſo ſmart and clean, Ts 
The beſt Ship in the Navy — 1 | 
But alas! no more is ſeen. „ 


But the Voyage proved fatal, ö 
5 AS * rhe Sequel Ws ſhall | Lodz Slag W of 
of 
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For as ſhe was Home returning 
She was off Scully left behind, | 
n a dreadful Storm of Light ning, 
And of Hail and Thunder too; 
Aud has never ſince been heard of, 
The F atherieſs have Cauſe to rue. 


from Alderney we ve Information 
That they heard that ſtormy N gh,” 

\t leaſt ninery Guns to fire, 

W hich did them ſomething agb; 

zut as the more the Storm incrraſed, 85 

It gave them more Room to gueſs; 

pat ſome. Ship upat the Ocea, * 
Was in (ad and cy een. „ene He 
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Te ſaw flonti ſome Days Sas On! 
Some ſpare Yards were drove on Shore 
On which was the Name Victory, 
This gave us Suſpicion moreee 4 
That this noble Ship was ſtranded W 
On the Gastets, was our Fear, 
Long we waited with Imparience, e,, 
Bur no. News of them could hear. | 


ae brave oftianc AdwitelBakben'?.* 1 e 
Wich fourteen hundred Men bende, 125 
ſhe's loſt went to the Bottom, ir 
And all at once together dien 
Oh! the diſmal Grief and Horror, 25 
e one had deen there to fee, © 
jow they ail were ſtruck with Horror, 3 
Wben ſunk e the N ES 0 ä 
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- $0 many blaſted in their Glory, 


O ViRory thou waſt unluck y, 


A» 
Oh! the ſad and diſma} — 
I'm griev4d-whey T the ſame relate, 


And at once ſhared the ſame Fate 


Some thinking on their Wives and _ 
And ſome on their Parems dear; 
Sunk to the Bottom in a Moment, 


And no Tim: to ſay a Prat... 


But once before was out at 
In the night run foul of the Lion, 
And her Carve - wor took away, 


Now thou art gone te the Bottem, i 1 
7 With a joyial Company yr: 


"An Admiral, Marines, and Sailor, 

. Moſt unhappy Victory. 

*bls he Grief of mournful- Widows)! + 
10 thiir- Children facherleſs, F165 | 0 5 

And rhe Grief of tender Pa- ents id 97.4 
Is more then What I can expreſs :: 

* Some lamenting for their Cwerthoarts, | | 

__ OverÞhelmed with Gef we'fecy - 

Each one laments. his dear . 
Oh! the fatal ViGorrx. 


Children crying for their Fathers, _ 
Widows' wesping in Diftreſs ; © 
Se will fürelf be Their Comfort, 
And protect the Farherleſs 
He'll be a Husbend to the do 
That loves honeſt Induſtry, ED 
| And docs his D 
"4; Me pes fatal „ 


Ich, EIN IS. 


if. 


2 


7 


